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| sleep with the dead 

| like the dead feeling 

| get from the dead plants 

Next to my body 

the animal parts don’t make my heart 

feel so good 

I'd rather wear the itchy electrical animal parts 


outside of my layers of plant parts 


| awoke to write this 


joe quinn 


BUZZ CITY BREAKDOWN 


| saw you from my 

42nd floor plastic bag 
dormitory window 

| caught you loving a car 
while the wind wrote a book 
you were crying cuz 

the pages always fly 

too fast 

now that your older 

you got to know why 

leaves must fall 

Since your city grew around me 
| know the country 

sO move and ask a tree 


what a city is 


Alan Larrivee 


The moon, he hangs his irridescence in the sky, 
intimidating lesser orbs of light, 

question his brilliance only momentarily, 

during the total eclipse of some forgotten night. 
Yet, he does not shine in arrogance, 

only in a kind of self asserted pondering, 

filling up the darkened areas of space 

with clear unsmiling hope, rooting in myself 
sweet thoughts of moonglow through crying, 
disillusioned waste; 

the planets of uncertainty, prophets of darkness, 
floating orbs of melancholia; saddened cycles 

of my life, 

whirling round to galaxies of nightlight 

and finally to hemispheres of sun, only to repeat, 
to cross the paths of time again. 


Robyn Marshall 


The Complete and Unabridged 
Autobiographical Works of Jane Doe 


| always wanted to be the greatest movie-star. 
| always wanted to be the greatest. 
| always wanted to be. 
| always wanted. 
kes 


...1 am suffering in a society of illusions and pain. 
| am suffering in a society of illusions. 
| am suffering in a society. 
| am suffering. 
I 


... | will never be essential in creating tomorrow. 
| will never be essential in creating. 
| will never be essential. 
| will never be. 
| will never- 
I. Carol Ahistrand 


| Did It. 


Wretched conscious, twisted, deformed 

So many ways to feel wronged, 

Boredom is bad, but misery is worse. 

We all take a dive into life’s large pool. 
Some sink to the bottom, others may float, 
Most of us spend our lives treading water, 
But when we fail its the worst evil of all 
Cursed with a mirror constantly staring back 
No one to blame, but myself. 

Truly, only isolation can bring tranquility, 
And that tranquility is torment. 


Carol Ahlstrand 


MARIA 


Maria, they called you when you were young, 
Maria, they call you as you've grown old, 

Yet still when uttered in a single breath 

your name intones the warmth within the cold, 


still remains synonomous with blank death; 


You drove the nails within the rabbi palms, 
You caused the coo! puddles upon the sun, 
The choice was yours as was the hoary chance 
to say who was to walk and who to run 


and who to be partner in your mad dance; 


All the gods dove into your raven eyes 
plundering all the moisture in sad pools, 

As you seduced the minstrel and the king 
with all your heavens and with all your tools 


that when gathered only madness they bring; 


Above all this foreplay to our Maria, 

And with all our passion and craven lie, 
We still fought between the aged and fresh 
for who was to live and who was to die 


and for who was to wallow in your flesh. 


Mike Mikulics 


TO ELLY 
by Michael Grandone 


The 
browns, reds and golds 
have finally fallen 
to the 
ground. 
The 
terrible cold winds sweep over us again; 
colder than those of last year, 
But as long as i am here with 
you what does it matter. 


| remember the first time 
i really saw you. 

It was early spring with a 
cool, crisp odorous air, a small bug 
went floating by, and you so clear and 
beautiful just sitting alone while the 
tall budding trees seemed to give you 
shelter. 

A calm breeze passed through 
the trees, it seemed to whisper to us. 

Birds would fly by and sing 
a joyous song meant for you and i. 


While sitting in the grass 
near you i could see the many reflect- 
ions of people just passing. 
| sometimes wondered why no- 
one else saw your beauty, 
Finally, it came to me. 
To them you are just a 
polluted 
little pond. 


Horse meat butcher black shit brother what shoes do you suggest? 


slip me some skin 
feeling the blue cheese ass 
black hide 
black around my feet 
slapped in the ass 
by black skin 
and more 
sliding the black skin 
out of my pocket 
i paid him some more 


i paid him some more 


joe quinn 


So your cousin Emily lost her job 

so what 

I've never even been to Denver 

Maybe if | once loved her 

or if she went to my junior prom with me 
but we don’t exchange Christmas cards 
so what 

I've got problems and don’t need hers 
Maybe if she was ill I'd 

send her a get-well card 

or if she was a queen 

in distress, I'd Don Quixote 

my way out there and 

lay waste her enemies 

but so what 

she’s just Emily out of work 

and | live a thousand miles away 

by the way, my nephew makes 

his confirmation next week 


see you in limbo 


Alan Larrivee 


Summertime Blues 


Sat here 

mind littered with facts 

in the midst of fresh memories 

of free times gone by ... 

wonder why they suddenly pass ... 
to be tossed about 

in the winds of my mind. 


flower of the summer night 
blossom in the radiance 

of the midnight sun. 

extend your cool shadowed leaves 
up to the cracked ceiling 

of the pitched black sky 
watch the stars dance 

and race each other 

around the world of chaos 
touch each corner of darkness, 
night flower 

and you will find, 

that you live 

alone. 


Security 


A wisp 

of blue-grey smoke 
penetrated through a screen 
hoping for a welcomed blend 
in the smoke-filled room 


Carolyn Kot 
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nameless 


it dwells in total darkness 
where you can sense it 
waiting, lurking. 


shadows cleverly become creatures 
of murderous destruction. 

bizzare bodies of blackness 

creep along the dead walls, 
annihilating your ability to reason, 
swiftly devouring your sanity. 


encompassed in fear 

to the depth where windows 
ressemble distorted mirrors 
reflecting obscure, alien images, 
twisted, knarled fingers 
strangle the helpless glass. 


you weaken under 

its intensifying pressure. 

you uncontrollably cringe 

at normally familiar sounds, 

suddenly senseless 

when water pipes groan their discontent 
at approaching winter. 


it remains night after night 


in its ugly, silent splendor 
thriving, reaching. 


charlotte gareau 


Anticipating the End 


To know 

To love 

To never remember 

less than a moment's 

of flower 

rotting between pages 

of a book 

Darkness becomes 

the tenent of an apartment 
without windows. 


Alan Larivee 
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A Higher Education 


When morning's eyelids wearily droop 
and weigh the body down, 
And night's oily finger’s ooze into 
the soul, 
All the world’s a hollow hope 
filling up with darkness. 
This dusky moment whispers dismal secrets 
| dare not utter. 


Then morning's teardrops wash away 
the pitch from out my pores, 
But pooled about my miserable mind 
sits a hazy memory 
And all | was, or could be, vanishes 
as the flowers fade at night. 
Mornings black as midnight now, 
my heartbeat throbs from fright. 


Carol Ahlstrand 
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Fertile Lady 


Spring loyally waits 

as Winter retreats, anxious 
to keep her promise 

of life once again to the r 
aging oak and infant buds, 


Peace 


Ina 

forest haven 

a fawn sips sweet morning's spring 
unaware that beyond the cold 

sea raves. 


Winter 


Grotesque 

Arm-like branches 

Reach out to Winter in 
Nakedness, anxious to grasp her 
Clothing. 


Theresa Kleczka 


Haiku 


(Dedicated to Bill Muise) 


Swans on setting sun, 
autumn aires massage their breast, 


peach petals melting. 


Stars smear astral plains 
against a cloud of ebon, 


shooting stars in hands. 


Fog laces the pines 
as Cascade snows dapple firs, 


cloud incarnation. 


Ocean ocean spray, 
footprints sog the summer sand, 
sea-tears bleed again. 


Innocence in life, 
spring revelation in touch 


reveals latent love. 


Age descends silent, 
sounds are seldom sung or heard 


so sight sifts softly. 
Desert sands blur, 


cactus still knows by it’s name, 
Hot silhouette death. 


Mike Mikulics 
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Torrential rains of shouted exclamations of exhausted lashes 
swept me away to the sucking undertow. 
Gushes of spray line my soul with its freedom of truth, no facade. 
Real beauty with decorous greens to blues to faults of inky 
black ugliness, no phoniness. 
Prim misses sensously decored accordingly to proper methods 
illustrated by madeupped models; 
Cackle called whistlers of insincerity... 
The Queen is checkmated by the knight dubbed pawn and vice versa. 
My cry left unanswered through the storm of rained teared droplets 
teared from the soul, teared toward the stars 
“| am not a pawn buta person, not doomed to a many peopled 


role of... 


Patricia Scarbeau 


If you should die, 

let me plant a fledgling oak 
within the hollow cavity 

of your sweet breast, 

Spread the creeped root 

to the ends your conduit veins 
swelling the wanting trunk 
with your glutted soul; 


Grow into the sky 

as the mightiest of trees 

with soft-felted bark 

and reaching twigs, 15 
Cast shattered acorns 

to the fertile, naked soul 

spreading your wealth 


onto shuddered beasts; 


Then as you rise 

toward the climax of height 
stretching for strength, 

Let my blunted ax 

fall silent into you 

allowing your good timber 
to crush me under, 


your limbs to cover all my flesh. 


Mike Mikulics 
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Flame fires 


Still sleep fields walk silent into the moon. 


Figures and touch feet in the sand, 
Sandpipers run moon drops across the sand. 


Scaped wind tumbles broken death snow breaths to the 
ground, 

Faint fields echo motionless moonlight aground. 

Steel blue windowed slices stare roof vented dent sky stainless. 
Moon silent drifts snow puff pales to the wind. 


Run up squirrel wall wires airless into antenna blowed prongs, 
Windowed faces blot the wetless streets. 
Lets stare blanks at the ceiling wall whites long. 


Barn swallows sway night waves into the moon stills, 
Sheep fields drop silent sleeps. 

Spider wind weaves silver strand dew fields, 

Wind roams echo fodder fields still. 


Breathless air sheets break coiled through tube table halls. 
Urgeless slide chairs wait body frames faint 

Leaned over tabled top blanks, 

Gazed into spongeless walls effortless. 

Lets stare at the sealed white walls. 


Figures and touch feet in the sand, 
Shore birds run dew drop crosses over the sand. 


Straight bulged white spots in the night, 

Count bodies formless in motionless street swelled headlights, 
Sink slots in quencheless bloats of white. 

Stop a man wilded in the night. 


Blank stare headlights into the day, 

Count body sheets desireless over the rolled black slates, 
Poured limbless miles into moveless hours without faces. 
Can you taste the spring rain? 


Lay fields drift night streams soft into the night stills, 
Thin pine boughs touch faint moon beam rills. 


Gas logs stagnate figures unresponsive 


And faint touch sunsets dissolve under the white scorches 
waterless. 


Nail plattered boards shatter streamless through bulbed night. 


Faint pulsed breeze breaths blow shiver pine wafers 

In rise faceless block towers. 

Windowless bent rubber rooms hover smothers absorbless 
In the bottomless streets starless. 


Fade bodies sit spiderless in wait for the wind, 
Wind roams fade flow strands to the wind. 
Whisper ghost winds to the skeleton piper shore. 


Wild foxes run moonshine mists. 
Whisper wind wills lift willow wisps to the cliffs. 


Shore birds run moon drops across the sand. 


James Underwood 
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ON YOUTH 


young unsmiling boy, lonely in 

his drab-patched jeans, searches 

for a smile in speed city. 

sky-scraping, white concrete buildings 
blotting out the sun, leaving a cold 
pedestrians shadow in which he roams, 


tired, hungry, alone. 


Mark Dufresne 


The Indians Buried Their Nobel Above Ground 


I've nailed your coffin shut 

and the trees will shade your geraniums 
and their stench will eat the bark 

and the leaves form pyres 

the sun ignites the torches and the piller 
will be crowed rightly with a halo of holocaust 
Lie still Laura see your alter 

see the pilgrims scatter my mockery 

and trampled my vigil lights. 

No wind will scatter your ashes 

They leech the soil and desert; 


the shrine around you. 


John Mansfield 


1 Remember 


A wet rainy morning, the wind blew hard. 

The shots rang out, muffled church bells. 

Someone covered the day with a blanket of 
moisture. 

| never knew your name, only your rank. 

| wonder where you came from. 

| only knew the hole searing round 

burned through your throat. An outlet of your body 
Where juices oozed, 

Short sporadic gurgling sounds. 

A symphony meant only for the bananas still 
clutched in your hand. 

| helped them carry your limpid stiffness. 

And | wondered how it felt 

To die. 

| remember you. 

And even now, | still 

Can see--- 

Your vacant eyes--- 

The darkened shirt--- 

the rawness of your throat--- 

The earth soaking up your 

Blood. 

You were leaning against a tree, half eaten banana upon 
Your lap. And it fed upon 

Your blood. 

The image still remains, etched in my 

Mind--- 

Carved by a ruthless hand with a hammer of wood, 
Chisel of Steel. 

And now, as then, my body is cold, the sweat pours from my 
skin, my eyes water, the mind is numbed. 

My head aches, nausea sweeps the system 

And | retch. 

| remember. 


Duncan Stewart 
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| have never kissed you, 
Nor watched a star, reflected, 
floating in the depths of your eyes, 
Nor seen the soft shadow of the moon 
slip across your cheek 
Like wool clouds chased over the horizon 
by a summer storm. 
Yet | feel the throb of pulse in your lips, 
| see you breathless in the moonlight. 
And so, when | kiss you for the first time 
Let it be a simple omen-- 
Spring's first violet standing in the 


melting torrent of winter's last snow. 


Megan Reilly 


On its way down 
the snowflake 


the parts of the brain 
flow through the air 
it’s hard to see a snowflake 
fall 
one smashed 
against the screen trying to get it 
now his tears fall away 
while he goes topieces 
JUMPING OFF THE BUILDINGS 
blowing up and down 
some pass by me 
more try to get in 
unmoving 
swiftly stopped 
slowly 
up and down 


never going any place 


two / come / close 
three past four 3 


minutes don’t go by the 
a 
some bigger 
smaller 
after waiting this 


flake 


water 


Joe Quinn 
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A SONNET TO WHITE DUSTY CLOUDS 


At last a chance for freedom came to be 
From central winds that once did force arrest 
A week of days in number silently 


The soul of those whose hearts could but detest 


A systematic slaughtering of life, 
The dreams of men, ideals and hopes destroyed 
By sharp and swift a shining silver knife, 


Its brightness blinding mass was soon made void. 


The breeze of wishes now that came to pass 
Has failed to bring reality within 
The grasp of men. Instead it brings an ass, 


And four more years of just what these have been. 


One star did shine all night throughout the crowds 


Of continental size, white dusty clouds. 


Dennis Lucey 


Slavery has been kind to you, 
You still love the ox 

and the lamb, 

Eunuchs still all worship you, 
Beggars will reach 

for your hand, 

But now your tears are gathering 
to a cloud in the center 

of your forehead, 

And now you feel yourself weeping 
and wishing to God 

you were dead... 


Mend your soul with the thorns of a rose 
and sew your cold skin with a tear, 

Wash your eyes with rains from above 
and with all those needles that you fear; 


Debauchery does you wonders, 
Your sweat is the oil 

for some kings, 

They gather at your warm temple 
to hide in the altar 

and the wings, 

Yet now | see you're famished, 
Souls and blank minds 

aren't enough, 

All your apostles know now 
that on tomb marble 

you play too rough... 


Mend your ways with cactus buds 
and the rust of heaven, 

Your toes are froze with honor 
and all those things that you hate; 
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Orgy had been your midpoint, 
Your tongue had been 

your main sail, 

when they burned your raven hair 
they could never 

forget your wail, 

Now your tears have killed 

the autumnal fires 

of their sin, 

You have no course but to run, 
So now you drive your 

black dagger . . . 


Mend your mind with apple cores, 
with the blood of a virgin dove, 
Herald your friends with hospitals 
and all the things that you love. 


Mike Mikulics 
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Dragonflies and love in the pond and field 


Block transformers pinch quill waves every 
thousand 
Spill feet wire and telephone tracers. 


Tin drums vibrate through cellophane walls 
Aluminum fork quivers and spoon falls. 
Cellophane walls and glaze windows 

Draw flat echos through swing tin doors. 


Empty match boxes and round eyes 

Roll empty soup bowls and hollow lies 

And find their way to the coffee stains. 

Food stains and stale bourbon pools stare sogs 
from the bottoms of steel sinks 

And empty eyes lose themselves again 

In half-full coffee pots and the stains. 


Rum up wind spiral stairs winding cinder block 
towers 

Looking out over gray cement and street whirlpools, 
Side views of bulge formless figures passing the 
hours 

In and out vacant side walks and tar paths. 


Gray squirrels run up leafless 

Sparse trees and try to cover shiver bones. 

Night planes flutter feather stare snowowls to the ground. 
Blind men and no one, ever look at the moon beams. 
Supper houses in endless rows and single lights 

linger heavy hills, 

And car lights in ceaseless lines break the quiet of the 

still field and night. 

Touch my cold bone body by the river thin. 


There was a soft fodder field rilling in the wind. 


James Underwood 
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